Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

The Motto thu* .• Sic/feHanda fide/. 

7 he Jixt Knight. 

Kiug. And what’s the fixt and laft.the which theKnight him* 

fciie with ft eh a graccfullcqurufie dcljitcrccl ? 

That. He feemcs to beta hunger ;but his Prefcnt is 
A withered Branch, that’s onlygrecneattopj 
The Motto, In haC fpe vino. 

King. A pretty morrsli ; from the deie&ed Hate wherein heis 
he hopes by you hiifot tunes yet may flourifh. 

i .Lerd.Heh ad need meane better then his outward Chew can 
any way fprake in his id* commend .• For by his ruttic ouc-fide, 
hte appeares to iiau: praJtifcd more the Whipftocke, then the 
Lance. 

i.Lori He w e !1 may be a ft rang Ty for he cemes to an haaord 
triumph ftrangely fhrmdit. 

I . Lord. And on let purpolc. let his armour ruft 
Vntill this day, to fcowic it in the duft. 

King. Opinion’s but a fodc, that makes vs lean 
The out wa;d habice, by' the inward man. 

But ftay,thc Knighcs are camming. 

We will with-draw into the Gallery. 

Great Jlo Hie s^rtdaB try. The meant Knight . 

Enter the King and Knights frpm tilting. 
lO^g. Knights,to fay you’r welcome were fuperfluous. 

I place vpon the volume of yourdeedes. 

As in a Tide page, your worth in armes ; 

Were more then you expedl, or more then’s fit, 

Since eucry worth in Chew commends itfelfe : 

Prepare for mirth, for mirth comes at a fifaft. 

You are princes and my guefts, 

Thai. But you my Knight and gtteft. 

To whom this wreathe of vi&ory I giue. 

And Crowne you King of this dayes bappinefle. 

Peri Tis more by fortune fLady)rhea by merit. 

King. Call itby whatyou wilJ,the day is yours, 

Aad hgere, I hopc^is none that enuies it : 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre, 

In framing an Artifl,Arc hath thus decreed. 

To make feme good, but others to exceed, 

And you her laboured fchollencome Quecne of th’ feaft, 
For ( daughter fo you are,here take your place : 

Martiall the reft, as they deferue his grace. 

Knights. Wee are honoured much by good Simtnides 
King. Your, prelent glads our dayesjionour we loue. 
For who hates honour hates the God aboue. 

Marfh. Sir yonder is your place. 

Per. Seme other is more fit. 
i .Knig 6r .Contend not fir for we are gentlemen, 

That neicber in our hearts nor outward eyes 
Enuy the great, or doe the low dcfpilc. 

You are right curtcous Knights. 

King. Sit, fit, fit, . 

By hue ( I wonder) that is King of thoughts, 

Thcfc Cates refill me, he not thought vpon. 

That. By Inuo (that is Quecne of Manage) 

All Viands that I cate do feerae vnlauory, 

Wifhing him my meat : fure hee’s a gallant gentleman. 

King .Hee’sbut a country gentleman, has deneno more 
Then other Knights haue done, has broke a ftaffe, 

Orfo; let itpafle. 

Thai.To me he feemed a Diomend to glaffe. 

Per. You King’sto me, like to my fathers picture. 
Which tels me in that glory once he was. 

And Princes fat like liars about his Throne, 

And he the Sun, for them to reuetence ; 

None that beheld him but like leffer lights. 

Did vaile their Crownesto his fupremacy ; 

Where now his fonnelike a Glo-worme in the night. 
The which hath fire in darkneflc none in light : 
Whereby I lee that time’s the King of men. 

For hee’s their parents and he is their graue, 

And glues them wbat he will pot what they craue. 

King, w hat are yon merry, knights ? 

Kwigfer/.Who can be other inthisroyall prefence ? 
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